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In a not-so-distant future, the government has made it possible for judges to sentence people to be taken to the dungeon for punishment as a means of deterrent and to reduce jail population. The prisoner receives a shorter sentence but must endure physical punishment, sexual humiliation, and horrible conditions.

This is the tale of Erika Cole, one of the enthusiastic wardens working in the new branch of the penal system.
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Afew rays of early sunlight peaked through the blinders and promised a warm day that most people would choose to spend outside. Erika yawned and smiled, knowing that she would spend the entire day working in a dark, cold dungeon. Anticipation had kept her awake for most of the night, but the tiredness was quickly suppressed by excitement – it was a special day, after all.

Erika turned up the music and felt thankful that the old woman downstairs never put on her hearing aid until noon. She blasted through her morning workout, swallowed her breakfast, and took a quick shower.

What will we be wearing today? She looked over the shelf in her closet where she kept her work clothes, but there was not much room for improvising. She could choose between black shirts with short or long sleeves and black leather skirts or black leather pants. The skirt is quicker to get on and off – might need that today, she thought and put on a short-sleeved shirt and a black skirt. The only jewelry allowed was a watch, which came in handy in a working environment with no clocks or natural light. She picked out a large silver watch with a black face and ran out the door.

The arduous journey through the Physical Education Department security checkpoints felt slower than usual. She did not mind being groped by young, muscular guards every morning, but she had places to be.

A familiar, husky voice flew across the courtyard on the morning breeze. “I don’t care if it’s a new protocol, Eric, they already checked my purse twice! You’re just trying to piss me off!”

The tall security guard seemed to shrink in front of Angela, who had her hands firmly placed in her sides. As always, her long, blonde hair was tied in a tight ponytail.

“Don’t mind her, Eric, she’s just eager to get to work. We both are.” Erika squeezed Angela’s butt and winked at the guard. “Can you try to speed it up?”

The security guard nodded and searched the two women’s purses at a frantic pace.

“I hardly slept last night,” Angela whispered.

“Me neither.” Erika smiled. “What do you know about her?”

“Next to nothing. But the picture the supervisor sent us has haunted my dreams, I’d love to … Eric, those are standard fucking issue handcuffs! Stop ogling them, you know what our job description is!”

Supervisor Abigail Hope was already waiting for them when they entered the staff quarters. Erika checked her watch; they were right on time, but Abigail’s permanent scowl could fool anyone into thinking that they had just managed to anger her. A few grey streaks had found their way into the ebony hair, but she was still as beautiful as she was menacing. Abigail Hope was behind most of the rulesets governing the P.E.D. and the brain behind several of the more inventive techniques being utilized to ‘educate’ the prisoners.

“Educator Cole.” Abigail nodded mechanically at Erika and Angela. “Educator Wolf. Good to see you.”

Is it? Then tell your face, Erika thought. She could feel her back straighten automatically whenever the supervisor looked her way. Erika fought to keep her eyes fixed on her boss, but they were constantly drawn to the person standing next to the intimidating woman. She could tell that Angela had given up the same fight as soon as they had stepped in.

A small smile appeared on Abigail Hope’s thin lips. “I see you’ve noticed our newest recruit. I’d like you to meet Brooke Wilson.”

“A pleasure,” Angela said and bit her lip. Subtlety had never been her strong suit.

A pleasure indeed, Erika thought as she stared at the gorgeous, tall woman in front of her. The face was a vision of beauty with sharp features framed by long, red hair, and the familiar uniform had never looked better, hugging a body that should be used as a template for all future women. Her face betrayed no emotion and merely offered a small nod towards the two drooling women in front of her.

“I’ll leave you girls to it.” Supervisor Hope straightened her jacket and walked away. The loud sound of her heels jumped between the concrete walls.

“Welcome to the P.E.D., I hope you’ll enjoy it here.” Erika smiled. “We certainly do.”

“I’m sure I will,” Brooke said. Her voice was calm and pleasant; new recruits were usually twitchy, and many transferred to regular prison guard duty after a while, but Erika had a good feeling about this one.

“How much have supervisor Hope told you about basic training?” Angela’s eyes had a hard time releasing themselves from Brooke’s hypnotizing bosom.

“Hardly anything.”

Angela winked. “Then we better get started. I’ll walk ahead and set up.”

Erika showed Brooke the staff room and cafeteria, but she had a hard time starting a conversation with her new, reserved coworker.

“What made you chose to join this department?” Erika asked.

Brooke pondered the question for a bit. “I wanted to try something new. Make a difference. I believe in the system.”

I don’t buy it. Erika had been at the P.E.D. for a while now; no one chose to come here to ‘make a difference’. They were all degenerates on some level, like Erika and Angela was, and while Erika did think that the system worked, her loyalty was mostly based on the perks the job had to offer. One of them was ‘basic training’.

The two women entered the dungeon. Prisoners squirmed and cried when they first saw the cold, stone walls, the chains, and the barred doors, accompanied by the chilling soundtrack of whiplashes and screams, but Brooke did not flinch.

They stopped next to a cell door and looked inside.

“Good morning, Mike.”

A broad shouldered, handsome man looked up from his work and smiled. “Morning, Erika! Is this the recruit? Welcome!”

“Who is your client?”

“Drug trafficking.” He patted the bruised butt of the naked woman strapped face-down on the table in front of him. She cried something inaudible through her gag. “She’s going to be here a while. Figured I’d get her broken in.”

Erika nodded. “I won’t keep you.”

Mike continued to rain a flurry of hard cane-strikes down on the helpless woman. Erika glanced at Brooke, but the woman did not react at all to the brutality.

Interesting. Erika still remembered her first day; she had flinched and almost cried when she saw her first whipping. Of course, it was nothing compared to what came next in basic training, but it had still been a rough start for a young girl who needed a job and had not yet discovered the sadist within. She’s either a psychopath or a very experienced woman. Both should fit right in…

“The male educators tend to get the more ‘hardcore’ criminals,” Erika explained after closing the cell door. She smiled. “Though Angela and I do get to take a violent criminal for a spin sometimes.”

“Is this place only for female prisoners?” Brooke gestured towards back towards the cell.

Erika shook her head and frowned. “No, but it’s mostly women.”

“Why? The crime statistics …”

“The judges are mostly male; they get off from sending beautiful women to the dungeon, not that I’m complaining about that part of the job. A lot of the men we get are older, flabbier specimens who uses their influence and money to exchange their tax dodge sentence for a week with the ‘hot educators’.”

Brooke frowned. “Seriously?”

“Don’t worry, they only try it once. Abigail makes sure they’re assigned to Mike or, even better, Gregory, who has a thing for older men and a brutally large cock.”

They took the stairs down to the deeper levels; the ceiling was higher, the temperature colder and the cells even more unaccommodating.

“On one hand, our job is very simple,” Erika said. “We mix pain with sexual humiliation and brutal living conditions. The tricky part is the balance.”

Brooke nodded, but did not answer.

“Do you have any questions? You’re not saying much, Brooke.”

Brooke smiled and shook her head. “Sorry, I’m just trying to… take it all in. So far, we’ve only done a tour. Is this basic training? I took the course, passed the test – I had the impression that was the only requirement, but the supervisor was very secretive about what ‘basic training’ entailed.”

“With good reason.” Erika padded Brooke awkwardly on the shoulder and led her through the door to a dark cell where Angela waited for them.

“There you are, I was getting impatient.” Angela’s face opened in a devious smile; she was naked and wearing a huge strap-on dildo while holding a brutal looking whip in her hand. “Welcome to basic training!”

Brooke did not react as Erika had expected; after a second’s hesitation, she merely smiled knowingly.

Angela winked. “To be able to do this job properly, you need to know how it feels.”

This is much better! It was a shame to keep that body restrained in clothes, Erika thought.

Brooke was bent over, held firm by a heavy, wide metal collar that was connected to both the ceiling and floor with chains. Her legs were spread wide and manacled to the floor, beautifully vulnerable. Two heavy chains ending in inescapable shackles pulled her hands back and up to the sides. The naked body’s artful curves shivered in the cold.

Brooke did not protest or resist when the two women locked her in the strenuous position. Angela and Erika had been planning Brooke’s visit since the supervisor had first written to them; it had been over a year since they had last received a new arrival, and Brooke was more intriguing than most.

Angela had insisted on the strap-on, despite Erika’s protest that it could lessen the impact of the ‘lesson’, but Angela desperately wanted to fuck Brooke. The strap-on had an inside dildo as well, and Erika could see the lust build in her friend’s body with every fierce thrust. Brooke flinched at the brutal pounding, but she did not make a sound until Erika started caning her firm, round, free-hanging breasts. Erika was a master with the cane, and she enjoyed seeing at least part of the new recruit’s mask crackle.

Brooke’s breasts were soon defaced with red streaks, and the skin had cracked in a few spots, but Erika was not done. She attached a pair of tight, painful clamps to the sore nipples and gagged the recruit with the largest ball gag in the dungeon. She had to use force to push it in, causing Brooke to cough and drool uncontrollably, unable to move her jaw muscles at all. Every thrust from Angela’s dildo made her choke on the tight, fixed collar, and the gag only made it worse.

But the groans and moans were not those of pain, not yet. Erika started switching between a whip to Brooke’s back and continuous caning of the tortured breasts, while Angela inserted the large dildo into Brooke’s ass.

Finally, a reaction. Brooke started crying out, but something was still off. The torment continued for a while, when a few muffled squeaks and moans made Erika and Angela look at each other, first with surprise, then with impressed grins. Holy shit, she came… she came from THIS?

“Pain and sexual humiliation is just one of the tools,” Angela said. She could not resist letting her hand slide gracefully over Brooke’s helpless body. “Another is strenuous positions. In a position like this, time is the crucial factor.”

Angela pulled one of the bruised nipples, but Brooke merely bit her lip in response. The young woman’s body was stretched to its full length, her wrists locked in heavy handcuffs attached to a chain from the ceiling. Only the very tip of her toes kept her from hanging freely, and the manacles around her ankles, the heaviest pair in the dungeon, would only make the strain on her arms worse, together with the tight, metal collar.

Angela looked at her watch. “We’re going for lunch. See you later.”

Brooke did not answer. Erika closed the steel-barred door and looked at Brooke. The young woman looked back and smiled.

Who is this girl?

“She’s quite something.” Angela finished her sandwich and leaned back in her chair. “I can’t recall seeing anyone react like that.”

The staff lounge was almost empty, apart from a few security guards eating at a table. The guards and educators usually kept to their own. It was a pleasant, cozy room, a stark contrast to the torment taking place downstairs.

Erika was toying with a pair of handcuffs and looked up. “I know. It’ll be interesting to see how she handles the next part.”

“Very interesting.” Angela bit her lip. “So, who is it going to be?”

“Let’s not beat around the bush; we both want to.”

Angela nodded. “I’ll let you have the next two.”

“Nice try. You know as well as I that we might never see a ‘specimen’ like Brooke again,” Erika said and looked at the handcuffs. “We’ll do an escape challenge. Winner gets Brooke.”

“You’re on. Rigids?”

“Of course.”

Angela exited the room and came back a minute later with two pairs of rigid handcuffs; instead of a chain, the two cuffs were connected by a solid, wide, plastic box, making them far more uncomfortable and harder to escape. The security guards looked up from their lunch with a puzzled look as the two women tightened the cuffs behind their backs and dropped the keys on the floor.

Erika smiled. “Ready? Go!”

They both dropped to their knees and sat back to try and grab a key. It was tricky to find the keyhole, despite both having quite a bit of experience with the cuffs, but after less than twenty seconds, Erika unlocked her cuffs.

“Lucky you…” Angela gave Erika a friendly shove and blew a kiss to the red-faced guards.

Erika nodded. A knot of excitement formed in her stomach, not unlike the one she had experienced on her first date back in high school. It’s going to be an exciting afternoon.

They opened the door to Brooke’s cell. It had been an hour according to Erika’s watch. Brooke’s arms and legs were shaking, and the pain contorted the beautiful face with every slight movement. She still looked amazing, though. However, there was no begging, no complaining, when the two women entered. Only a tired smile.

Brooke fell to her knees when Angela unlocked her cuffs from the chain. Erika knelt in front of the tormented woman and smiled.

“You’ve handled it impressively well, Brooke. Really.”

“Thank you.” Brooke took the key from Angela and unlocked her cuffs while Erika removed the collar. Deep, red marks were visible on the neck and wrists. “I’m not sure I’d say it’s been my pleasure.”

“I’m guessing it’s not the first time you’ve been treated this way?” Erika asked.

“No, it’s not.” Brooke smiled, but there was a hint of pain behind the steel blue eyes.

Erika watched Brooke get dressed; as soon as the marks were covered up, the new recruit once again presented herself as a disciplined professional. Erika could barely contain her excitement for the upcoming part of Brooke’s training; it had been a while since she had been involved in this part of basic training.

Brooke tightened the large, leather-banded watch around her wrist and checked the time. “It certainly felt longer than that…”

“We’ve still got a lot to do,” Angela said. “This way.”

The room was one of the largest in the dungeons of the P.E.D. Countless chains hung from the ceiling, tools of torture were lined up on tables or hung from the walls while various contraptions, some modern, some ancient, filled the room; there were tables with various options for restraining prisoners, a rack, several crosses in different shapes, cages and pillories.

“You’ve been on the receiving end.” Angela fiddled with the door to a narrow, tall cage. “Now we need to see what you can do.”

Brooke nodded. “I figured.” She looked around. “Where’s the prisoner?”

Her eyes widened when Erika started undressing.

“Erika won. We need a professional to judge your abilities.”

Erika’s heart was ready to jump out of her chest.

Brooke spent some time walking around the room before she decided on a pillory in the corner. Erika could feel her palms get sweaty when the heavy wooden beam was pushed down over her neck and wrists. She tested her restraints, but she knew there was no way to escape the medieval device. The holes in the pillory were a snug fit, and she already had to work a bit harder to breathe. She could hear activity behind her as Angela assisted Brooke, but Erika could only see the floor and parts of the walls.

Come on, Brooke. Surprise me. Like Angela, Erika did have a masochistic side; it often helped them be more effective educators.

She felt her legs being pulled apart and manacled. The heavy irons pushed down on her Achilles tendon. Her movement was further restricted when she felt cold metal around her waist; Brooke has locked a tight steel belt on her that made breathing even harder, and Brooke locked the belt to a chain from the ceiling to make sure that Erika could not kneel or wriggle; she was wide open and vulnerable.

It reminded Erika of the position she had utilized on the young student Isabella a few weeks earlier, but it felt amazing being on the other side of it.

Then the first whiplash hit. It was harder than Erika had expected; Brooke was strong, and every strike was precise and full of intent. Then Erika felt sharp stings mix with the lashes; Angela had joined in. The two women kept switching between blows from the whip and the cane, giving Erika no time to recover, and it only intensified the pain. Erika tried to endure, but the tears soon started to flow.

This is brutal, she thought. After a while, longer than Erika had hoped, the hits stopped coming, but the pain endured. I won’t be able to sit down for days…

She could hear the two women whisper behind her but was unable to make out the words. After a while, she heard a locker open.

Oh shit… Angela is showing her our personal toys. Erika’s muscles started to tense up. First, she felt the lashes start up again. Then a cold plug was forced into her ass. Not that one! The shock from the electric plug sent spasms up her spine; Brooke had turned it way up. There was hardly any pleasure to be found here.

The pain kept coming. Erika had a high pain tolerance, but Brooke had broken through that threshold a while ago. Erika cried out in pain; she wanted it to stop, wanted to escape, but Brooke was relentless, even diabolical.

When it all finally ended, Brooke and Angela left the room. Erika was left behind in the pillory, sobbing and drooling. In a way, it had been an amazing experience, but she had no desire to repeat it. Her asshole, butt and legs pulsated with pain.

Finally, she felt the pillory open. Brooke wasted no time, however, and immediately restrained Erika’s hands using a chalet cuff, a simple, but effective, type of cuff from medieval times. It essentially forced Erika’s wrists close together, keeping her elbows in a ninety-degree ankle. While Brooke removed the belt and freed Erika’s legs, Angela locked a steel collar around Erika’s neck. It was tight and tall; Erika could barely move her head.

Her friend sent her a horny look. “You look good, Erika.” Angela fingered Erika and kissed her. “I must admit I’m glad I lost.”

The look on Angela’s face sent chills down Erika’s spine, but she could not help but moan as Angela’s fingers moved inside her pussy.

Brooke pulled Erika towards a free-hanging chain in the middle of the room. The chain was attached to Erika’s collar and another chain was used to pull the chalet cuff upwards, putting great strain on her arms. There was a meticulousness to Brooke’s movements; Angela could never help herself when she tied a person up, always groping and touching (Erika herself was not much better), but Brooke was cold and calculated.

A wide spreader bar was locked onto Erika’s ankles, and once again, she found herself spread wide. She had expected Brooke to tighten the chain connected to the collar, but she had not thought she would go this far; Erika had trouble balancing on her toes because of the bar keeping her feet apart, and the tall collar made every breath a punishing chore.

For the first time since she had started tying up Erika, Brooke smiled. Erika felt cold and scared, only made worse when Brooke approached her with a vile, large rubber penis gag. I can hardly breathe or open my mouth; how does she expect me to …

Brooke found a way. The rubber pushed its towards the back of Erika’s throat and made her gag. The breathing became even harder. She looked at Angela who had given up on any pretense and had slipped a hand down her leather pants. She smiled at Erika.

Erika let out a loud, muffled groan when she felt a sharp pain in her labia. She had not noticed Brooke kneeling behind her and attaching a pair of clamps to her genitals.

Angela later told Erika that she had endured the horrible position for nearly an hour, but to Erika, it had felt like an eternity. Her toes had started cramping early on, putting even further stress on her neck. Angela and Brooke had left her behind in total darkness; Erika had rarely felt this scared, but she longed for the lonely darkness whenever Brooke had returned to add weights to the labia clamps and use a cattle prod to shock Erika’s breasts, butt and pussy. The brutal gag had forced tears out of her eyes, but she would have cried anyway; this was next level pain and torment.

When Brooke finally released her, Erika was beyond exhausted. Every part of her body was in excruciating pain, and she could find no position on the cold floor that did not hurt. Brooke knelt and hugged Erika; it felt odd, but pleasant, and took Erika completely by surprise.

“You’re a natural, to put it mildly,” Erika said. Her voice was hoarse and tired.

Brooke smiled. “As you already guessed, I do have some experience.”

“From where?” Angela helped Erika to her feet.

“From being supervisor Hope’s personal slave for several years.” Brooke paused. “She… she’s very creative.”

That makes sense, Erika thought. She wanted to ask about Brooke’s relationship with Abigail, but she could barely stand.

“Erika, why don’t you go lie down in the cell next door for a bit?” She squeezed Erika’s hand and smiled. “We have new ‘clients’ coming in in an hour. You better get some rest.”

Erika nodded. She was at work, after all.

“I’ll clean up here,” Brooke said. “I’m the new girl, after all.”

The thin mattress felt like a royal bed after Erika’s ordeal. She was still naked, but hardly noticed the cold. Welts and bruises covered her body, but while it had been a horrific, painful afternoon, she could not help but feel turned on. Her fingers wandered, gently massaging her clitoris in small circles, while her mind replayed the events of the day.

After a few minutes, she heard the door open and looked up.

“Thought you might want a little company after that experience.” Angela was standing next to the bed, her naked body reflecting the sparse light from the corridor. “I brought a friend.” She held up a large dildo.

“You’re a good friend,” Erika said.

“I know.”


Thank you for reading. Reviews and ratings are greatly appreciated, and I hope you will take a look at some of my other stories. If you want to know about new releases, follow me on Twitter or Instagram. Check out my Patreon if you like handcuffs, shackles, and/or wristwatches(!). I also offer custom short stories on Fiverr.
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